tion   They're getting in the hay at home now' Silence
fell again  The coach creaked and got under way again
A breath of fresh air penetrated into it   The light
lengthened, paled and went out  A man's voice said
'Scoundrels1 Won't be any more travelling soon  The
irregulars are derailing trains'
The man in the train sees the stone fall in a straight
line'
The train groaned as it crawled through the Siberian
night The darkness outside was peopled with soldiers,
irregulars, birds of prey There was silence in the coach
A sleepy voice remarked 6And then, when the hay is
harvested ' It dwindled to an indistinct whisper.
There was silence in the coach again Twenty coaches
stuffed with sleepy humanity, lurched through the night
'But now let us imagine a man standing on the em-
bankment at the moment when the stone falls He sees
it describe the curve of a parabola'
Threads of light crept over the bodies of the sleeping
travellers The train seemed to be running more rapidly
Through the opening in the door sickly shrubs filed lazily
past The earth was there, quite close, familiar, and
ordinary Telegraph wires rose alongside the train, higher
and still higher, bumped into a post, dropped suddenly,
and started nsing again
'Well, faced with those two testimonies, we ask our-
selves did the stone describe a straight line or parabola?'
A whistle sounded in the night 'We're coming to
Dauna,' said somebody 'Well, we'll see the Baron at
last,' said another voice, trying to sound jocular 'Let's
sincerely hope we don't,' somebody else replied from the
other end of the wagon The tram slowed down It
seemed to be hesitating which way to go Every other
minute the locomotive let off a bnef whistle You could
hear every escape of steam. The train became silent and
stopped.
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